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whispering. . . . If you go, Judith, I shall kill
myself and then you will have to come and see
to my poor children, my poor deserted children,
I know that Walter forced Francis to kill himself.
I am sure of it. He wrote him a letter or some-
thing, and only because years ago I broke his
mother's cheap little fan. Oh! how I wish
that I had never left my dear father and mother.
There has never been anything but unhappiness
since I left Bournemouth. But I will not be
alone in this house. ... If you go I kill my-
self. . . /

* Come, come, Jennifer. You must not be so
foolish. You are like a child/

Jennifer was now in floods of tears. She
waved her hands, beat with her feet on the
ground and behaved like a madwoman. Part
of this was stupid and lazy histrionics, but part
of it was the true bewildered apprehension of
a slow, but not evilly intentioned, woman who
might, had she married a rich warm husband in a
safe comfortable place, never have been exposed.
It was because Judith knew this and by now
understood her so well that she was touched.

' Come, Jennifer. Come upstairs and lie
down/ (Always the recipe for Jennifer's dis-
tresses.) * We will talk quietly. There is
nothing for you to be so distressed over. Noth-
ing at all. You have an obsession about Walter.
He can do you no harm. Come and lie down/

She surrendered as though hypnotised. Judith
led her away.

On the stairs she said:  *